THE TRAIN
"The end's a long way off. Can't even see it. It's just
C^Our people, you know," said the doctor, "they'll
make any sacrifices."
"What do you mean by sacrifices? asked Damlov.
"Sacrifices are made to some one, aren't they? You don't
make sacrifices to yourself. What you call sacrifice, that's
the people's natural reaction, yours, mine, that of these
girls here. For our people, gallant deeds are no sacrifice,
but just an every-day thing. For us all to go on living as
Soviet people, some of us may have to die to-day.
Suppose they kill me, you, Petrov, Ivanov. Is that a
sacrifice? But in that case, to whom are we sacrificed—
I, you, Petrov, Ivanov? You must excuse me, maybe I
don't express myself very clearly. ..."
"No, I understand you very well," said the doctor,
"and I'm inclined to agree with you. But I don't
concede you the heroism. I'd rather say there's no
heroism, nothing but some kind of natural reaction.
Heroism—you know—that's human splendour, a soaring
flight of the human spirit, and it's not everybody that is
capable of it, it needs special qualities."
*'Qualities can be developed," said Danilov. "And in
this war they'll develop in such a fashion that the world
will hold its breath. Those are not qualities that the good
God hands out to people, they're formed by training,
surroundings ... conditions," he said, his eyes gliding
angrily over the compartment, cramped as a box.
The doctor shook his head. He did not agree with
Danilov, he felt that this was putting it all too simply.
If Danilov was right, then anybody could become a
Hero of the Soviet Union.
"In our country," said Danilov, "it's possible to make
a hero out of anybody,"
"We have a population of two hundred million, if
Pm not mistaken," said the doctor. "How about that,
two hundred million heroes?"
"Qjiite possible,"
"Two hundred million minus one/' said the doctor

